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hood* The unchangeable sea preserves for one the sense
of its past, the memory of things accomplished by wis-
dom and daring among its restless waves. It was those
things that commanded my profoundest loyalty, and
perhaps it is by the professional favour of the great
navigators ever present to my memory that, neither
explorer nor scientific navigator, I have been permitted
to sail through the very heart of the old Pacific mystery,
a region which even in my time remained very im-
perfectly charted and still remote from the knowledge
of men.

It was in 1888, when in command of a ship loading in
Sydney a mixed cargo for Mauritius, that, one day, all
of a sudden, all the deep-lying historic sense of the ex-
ploring adventures in the Pacific surged up to the surface
of my being. Almost without reflection I sat down
and wrote a letter to my owners suggesting that, instead
of the usual southern route, I should take the ship
to Mauritius by way of Torres Strait. I ought to have
received a severe rap on the knuckles, if only for wasting
their time in submitting such an unheard-of proposition.

I must say I awaited the reply with some trepidation.
It came in due course, but instead of beginning with
the chiding words, "We fail to understand," etc., etc.,
it simply called my attention in the first paragraph to
the fact that "there would be an additional insurance
premium to pay for that route/* and so on, and so on.
And it ended like this: "Upon the whole, however, we
have no objection to your taking the ship through
Torres Strait if you are certain that the season is not
too fax advanced to endanger the success of your
passage by the calms which, as you know, prevail at
times in the Arafura Sea/'

I read, and in my heart I felt compunctious. The
season was somewhat advanced. I had not been